78	RAG-TIME  AND  TANGO
sense of being somewhere different from home, The citizen
of Cedar Rapids, la,, secures it at Palermo ; Dodge Centre,
Minn,, may taste it in Madrid; and residents of Fort
Wayne, Ind., might, I believe, experience the feeling any-
where. But it visits the Englishman in America most
strongly when a soft-spoken, smiling presence reminds him
a dozen times a day (or all day long, if he is in the train)
that he is on a fresh continent, and that continent the home
of Uncle Tow—and Harper's Ferry.
One traveller can still recover the authentic thrill of
American romance from his first sight of the Kentucky
shore lying in big, green folds beyond the Ohio, as a car
spun him out of Cincinnati.   Romance had not been notice-
ably present that day.   For he had travelled hurriedly
from Michigan overnight, dispensed the customary omnisci-
ence to reporters in a hotel bedroom, shaved, lunched, and
lectured; and now, rescued by kindly hands, he was looking
lazily out of the car windows and savouring the unaccus-
tomed pleasure of fresh air.   But there, beyond the rich
curves of the river, lay Kentucky with the road to romance,
He was half-way to Alabama; and as he stared across the
Ohio, the eager traveller looked into Dixie.
I often feel that the American pen errs slightly in its
treatment of Negro romance.   The excited Muse of Mr,
Vachell Lindsay insists that we shall see the big, black bulk
of Africa behind the cotton-fields.   His ear is always open
for the throb of homicidal drums.   Mine, I confess, prefers
the banjo, since Afro-America has its own voice ; and so
long as half the white world is content (as it now seems to
be) to lie under its spell, there is little need to analyse that
haunting melody for problematic hints of a less pleasing
atavism.   I caught it once on a by-road in Texas,   The
night was rather dark, and a broad bar of light lay clear
across the road from the half-open door of a little church.
Someone proposed that we should go in and see the worship,
But I know of no excuse for treating any congregation,
however hospitable, as a raree-show.   So we sat quiet in

